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INTLIOD UCTION. 


most unyielding temperament is frequently sub- 
dued by the charms of rural scenery. 

It is plants that invest nature with charms — 
clothes with beauty the world around us, present- 
ing a rich and variegated array — that spread plea- 
sure around our habitation. We admire them in 
the verdure of the fields, — in the flowers that 
enliven the road sides — in the trees that adorn the 
prospect. We welcome re-animating nature in 
the opening buds of Spring, and to those ex- 
panded by the genial warmth of the sun, the 
Summer owes its bloom. 

There is nothing more likely to produce kindly 
emotions in the breast than the love of flowers. 
Dr. Johnson says, “a man finds in the produc- 
tions of nature an inexhaustible stock of materials 
upon which he can employ himself without any 
temptations to envy or malevolence; and has 
always a certain prospect of discovering reasons 
for adoring the Sovereign Author of the universe;” 
and the Botanist may exclaim in the words of the 
poet — 

“ There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, 

There is a rapture on the lonely shore, 

There is society where none intrudes, 

By the deep sea, and music in it roar : 

I love not man the less, but nature more.” 

In a walk by the wood-side, through a lane, 
over a heath, how much more of enjoyment shall 
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he receive who brings with him only a slight ac- 
quaintance with this subject, than he can hope to 
experience to whom in this respect, the book of 
nature is a sealed volume. 

“ Then gentle lady cherish flowers. 

True fairy friends are they, 

On whom, of all thy cloudless hours. 

Not one is thrown away. 

“ % them, unlike man’s ruder race. 

No care conferred is spurned, 

But all thy fond and fostering grace 
A thousand fold returned. 

u The rose repays thee all thy smiles— 

The stainless lily rears, 

Dew in the chalice of its wiles 
As sparkling as thy tears. 

“ The glances of thy gladden’d eyes 
Not thanklessly are poured, 

In the blue violet’s tender dyes 
Behold them all restored.” 

For us the rose kindly unfolds to our view her 
smiling colours ; the pink at the same time flat- 
ters our sight and smell by its agreeable appear- 
ance and fragrance. 

Alone in his room, or wandering far away from 
the haunts of mankind, a lover of flowers has 
always something around him, not only to occupy 
his thoughts, but to afford him gratification and 
pleasure that pleasure which arises from the 


